T3o                  LETTERS FROM SAMOA
the conversation to Salt Lake City, and I related my experiences there, in my short and flying visit    Something was then said about Mission work, and I began to wonder if they could be missionaries.    But when I examined their attire, and found that the ' nice young man' wore tight trousers of a brilliant blue coming just bekw the knee, black canvas gaiters,  and a striped flannel  shirt with  narrow bands at  neck and wrists,  I felt that the missionary theory would not' hold water.'  Nevertheless there was further talk of how they lived and ate with the natives, so as to acquire a greater influence over them; and so many unmistakable references  to their work that at last it dawned upon me that these were Mormon missionaries.    I confess it seemed very odd to me that they should be so like other people, and (save in attire) so very like our own men!    After they were gone Lou told me that he saw I did not know who they were, and was on tenterhooks while I  was  speaking of Salt Lake City, lest I should say anything 'out of joint/    Most fortunately I did not utter a single word that could offend them, but I tremble to think of  poor  Lou's feelings if it had  been otherwise!     It appears that he met the 'nice
young man/ whose name was Elder L------, in
Apia, and had been much attracted by him; they had had a long talk about Mormonism, and for one wild moment I believed the Elder hoped lie was going to make a convert of Louis! AH that